Br?ck on the Floor Sings as Quietly as Monk Plays
Her whites make him spin. Her name is written on her name tag, Marta, she carries a tray with a plate with two slices of gray bread and a small pat of butter. Tell me, Marta, Br?ck says, shouldn't one stay sober on a day like this, and from the corners of his eyes he looks at her ass, who came up with such an ass, Br?ck thinks, even in my wildest dreams I would not be able to think up such a great ass, Br?ck thinks, and Marta walks by the bed and pulls the curtains closed although it only is seven at night. Now, Mister Br?ck, Marta says and grabs his hip, let's take care of your sugar. On the Charit?'s seventh floor with westward facing windows, Br?ck thinks, why is the lady closing the curtains when the sun is still lurking above the rooftops? And could the gray bread be a logistical error, isn't this all about sobriety? Marta checks the blood sugar level, Br?ck is bored, he does not even feel the quick pinch anymore. Thinking the word "sober," Br?ck thinks of the lobby of the Soho Grand Hotel after Helen's last exhibit in New York in 1996, black and white pictures and mineral water, hearing "sober" Br?ck thinks of Berlin's Treptow Park, January 1992, the Spree River's frozen water and his puffing breath in clouds, how he ran through the East when nobody else did, only the craziest Americans, hearing "sober" Br?ck also thinks of every second beer after the first, because this is when sobriety walks, how they jogged, how they ran! And Br?ck opens his mouth and takes the pills that Marta offers. In his mouth, Br?ck plays with the pills, they taste sweet, they taste glazed! Br?ck looks down at himself and moves his leg. His leg, his foot, the sand between the toes on the rivers, the splinters in his feet on the planks, the blisters in his shoes in the cities, the miles he walked, the beats he tapped, the stairs he climbed, his socks full of holes, his leather boots! 
